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dinner and he felt warm and drowsy and relaxed and quite unequal to
battling with the driving snow.
He was given a room with long red brocade curtains and a four-
poster bed with a red canopy. A pair of elegant silk pyjamas of
Carlos's were laid out on the bed for him. Both the room and the bed
itself were very warm, and he fell asleep almost as soon as he sank into
the luxurious mattress . . . and wakened with a start when a light fell
across his face. It was a moment before he realised that he lay looking
up into Katerina's candle-lit face.
She smiled at him and set the candle down on the bedside table.
He could not have said what she wore; he had only a hazy impres-
sion that she was wrapped in filmy layers of soft material the colour of
moonlight, that her dark hair fell loosely about her shoulders, and that
her beauty was almost unreal.
"I came to see if you were comfortable," she said, softly.
She gave a low excited laugh as he pulled her down to him, without
speaking. Even at the time it astonished him how simple it
all was.
After that he always stayed the night when he visited at the villa,
and Katerina always came to his room and remained with him till
morning. He did not know whether her parents knew, but it was no
secret from Carlos.
Sometimes it all seemed to Paul like something in a dream. He
could not believe that anyone so ordinary as himself should have such
great good fortune. He loved her to the point of idolatry. He be-
lieved that it was the great romantic passion of all time; that no two
people had ever loved as they loved, and that they would love for ever
in this way, because it was unthinkable that they shouldn't. Tor ever
wilt thou love, and she be fair*. It was a long time, some months,
before he realised that in spite of her passionate response to his passion
she was not in love with him. She liked him; she was fond of him, and
at first she enjoyed the excitement of his passionate adoration. It was
the basis of his attraction for her, because, physically, she did not think
him anything remarkable. But to mean so much to someone, to be
able to rouse such intensity of passion in someone, was very gratifying.
For a time she could not resist playing up to it, but by the spring she
was beginning to weary of his unsophisticated ardour, his quite in-
experienced caresses. His simplicity and sincerity which had at first
touched her began to bore her. He was by no means her first lover,
and she had certainly no intention of his being her last. His wist-
fklly expressed hope that one day they might be able to be married
shocked her, When she married she was not going to marry a little
nonentity like Paul Dettin. The man she married would have to be